Noreen = Continu 
knocked 
"What e 


yodle=-like sw 
from within.) 


Constance. (Calls)" 
"Now, 
(Jamie 


y 3} “Hello Jamie! Well! How you have grown. I 
tell you it is grand to see a real boy again." 
"Noreen, let me introduee Jamie Buchanan, Miss 

. 7 7 9 #9 f Cry 2 


Yr 1 8 


ido you do Miss Robertson. Glad to see 
home in Constance!"(Stands in 
Ll he spys Mrs. Hawthorne) 


Mrs. Hawthorne. “Come over here Jamie. How is your mother? 
Jamie - Thank her for inviting the girls over 
for supper. I am very pleased to let them 
go. I want them to have a good holiday 
Jamie, and I can depend on you to help.” 

(fhe girls are by this time undoing the 
parcel on the sofa and trying on caps and 
sweaters. Priscilla MoGirr comes in from the 
hall with an armful of more practical looking 
woollens. In the struggle to release the 
Shawl strap, a Ouija board Slips out and 


Foreen — JUontim 
knocked 


7 


hill! 
here's 


nstance. 


born and bred, v wholesome to look at, 

very shy) “Hello Jamie! fell: How you have grown. i 
tell you it is grand to see a real boy in.* 
“Koresn, let me introduee Jamie Buchanan, Kiss 
Noreen Hobertson —- damie Suchanan’ (Susie takes out 
tea things} 


Jamie Buchanan. w do you do “iss Robertson 
home again Constance!" (£ 
ward silence till he spys Hawthorne) 


lirs. Sawthorne. "Come over here Jamie. w is your mother? 

A ‘ Jamie — Thank her for inviting the sirls over 
for supper. I am very pleassd to let them 
go. I want + to have a good holiday 
Jamie, and I can depend on you to help.” 
(The girls are by this time undoing the 
parcel on the sofa and trying on capa and 
sweaters. Priscilla MeGirr comes in from the 
hall with an armfal of mors practical looking 
wWoollens. In the struggle to release the 
shawl strap, a Culja Soard slips out and 


(11) 


Hawthorne - sontinued. 
rolls with a clatter on the floor) 


William. "Fo de Lawd's sa , dat Miss Constance’ 


h William! T a ij nd William, it 
tells you all the living and you 
messages from the dead? 


William. 


Willian. 
} things lately 
x” up to date on this spirit 
tistresst 


Toreen. - n¢ believe in this? 


Fillian. nocked! . gets messaces, fromthe dead 
3 vw they is‘her guardian angels - 
we need mes s from our-dered 
who have passed.over, that Love will find a 
ove never dies (she saya) Oh no! she does not 
believe in the things folks is doing nowsdays. 
She sholy walks with God! Look at her now, I speck 
she is telling Jamie about our bran new calf". 


“William, have we got a calf7T* 


('Cfeourse we have, and that was to be a surprise 
when you went hunting for fresh eges in the 
mawnin, but I was ao excited over this beard, I 
blabbed it out: * 


William: Fo de Le ! what. dat 


Fr ee ee 5 $713 
reen. )t 1 Oui § a 111 
bout the and brin 


(Scared to death) "Ive se 
in | n's Catalog 

de daid? I tell 

I'd like to 


r Oliver |] 
rel at 
Horsemen and the C r Invi 


Constance. "Put it awa sen, I am sure Grandmother 1 


vv 1 
‘J 
not like William or Susie to try it*. 


"Ask her if I can Miss Constance - I've been 
hearing a lot of things lately and I'd like to 
be up to date on this spirit busin like the 
Mistress, 


"Does she believe in this?" 


another 
and 
spa 
y ~ Love never dies ) 
not believe in the thir fs is doing n 
She sholy walks with God! Look at her now, I speck 
she is telling Jamie about our bran new calf", 


Constance. "William, have we got a calf?" 


William: "Ofcourse we have, and that was to be a surprise 
when you went hunting for fresh eges in the 


mawnin, but I was so excited over this board, I u.\ 
blabbed it out." a 


Sons tant en 


Oran 


DOTTY « 


Moreen. 


iliiam. 


toard, Ise sfra 
Li sorts of 


but he's a 


it down 
now fo 


here - 


Yes:" 


“Is - yo - sho - FO in dere “arses wthorne? 


"Yes ~ it ~ says = Yes! 


over to her 


"Grandmot! 
1f, and 

"You a 

me for 

mind I , 
the Ouija 


vjhorne. “No 
put lo 
over 


and the superstit 
and Cons 


Noreen: from Constance) 
"Sit down William and place your hands here. 
Now go ahead v would you like to speak to?" 


"Ise bothered all day and so is Miss rthorne, 
and I'd like to speak to Marse Hawthorne and 

ask him if all dis fambly am well, but since I 
heard that nigger of McCutcheons talk about de 
wee gee board, Ise afraid of it. He says dat 

dey gets all sorts of messages from de wee geeses, 
but he’s a liar, for he says "We won de war! when 
he talks like dat I feel like I want to gag himi" 

Noreen. "Sit down William, and place your hands here 
now go shead, ask for Mr* Hawthorne". 


William. “Marse Hawthorne is yo dere?" 
Noreen. - says - Yes! 
William. "Is - yo - sho - yo is wthorne? 


Noreen. "Yes - it - says - Yes. 


(Who has been g the | di in unfeigned 
terror) 

s are trembli 

farse Hawthorne am dere? 


Noreen. it - says - Y 
William: Marse Hawthorne, is all yo fambly well? 
Noreen. l it - says - yes." 


Willian. "Yes - it - says - Yes. Well, Ise 
cause all day Miss Hawthorne, 
messages and Ise kind of feeling 
something was wrong ~ Fo de Lawd’s 
mighty queer" 


Noreen. “Is there anyone else you would like to speak to 
William?" 


William’ “Indeed there is Miss. Ever since McCutcheon’s niggah 
tole me dat dey won de war - he comes from New York = 
Ise been hothered like = I would like to ask 
Marse Lincoln who won de war. He would tell de trufe. 


Noreen. "Bll right William, ask to speak to Mr. Abraham 
Lincoln." 


William’ "I like to do dat. Marse Lincoln I like to speak to 
yo Sir, if you please." 


Noreen- "That's right William." 


William’ "Is yo dere Marse Lincoln?" 


Noreen. "Yes - it - says - Yess" 
William: "Marse Lincoln who won de war?" 


Jamie. (Comes hurriedly to table and exclaims) 
"Oh let me try." 


(13) 
(*ho has been watching the proceedings in unfeigned 


torror) 
“Fo 


Sake! Look how his ds are trembling? 
Noreen dat Maz thorne am derey 


Noreen.” 
Willian. "Marse Nawthorne, 
Soreen. 


Willian. 


Noreen. 


“illiam. 
comas fre 
tld like to ask 
would tell de + 


Noreen. to “r. Abraham 


William. “I lixe to do dat! Marse Lincoln 3 like to speak ¢ 


yo Sir, if y 

"That's ris 

"Is yo dere : 

"Yor —-it - anya - Ye 

"Marae “ineoln who won de war?" 


(Comes hurriedly to table and exclaims} 
“Oh let me try”. 


Jamie. 


Mrs+ Hawthorne. 


Jamie. 


Mrs. Hawth: 


Constance’ 


Noreen. 


Mrs. Hawthorne. 


"Be with him oh L 
On that vez 


My brother on 
before them. I t+ 
I heard the wor 


"Yes Jamie, your mot 

children call-to- me when we were separe 

by land-and-sea. I have heard them call 

from the Spirit Land - their precious messages 
have not been brought to me by strangers. Love 


has ever\been the messenger, and Love will 
find a way." 


"Tell us some more”. 


"Not today Jamie, I must be listening for their 


call. 'Tis time for your slide, so off you 
go. 


"Thank you Mrs. Hawthorne." 


"Jamie, do not trust to the old slic 


Whene’er a noble deed is wrought, 
Whene'er is spoken a noble thought, 


Our hearts in glad surprise 
"> higher lev 


Thus thought 


The wounded from the battle-plain 


In dreary hospitals of pain, 
The cheerless corridors 
The cold and stony floors. 


Lo,in t 

Lady wit? ) 3 
Pass through 6 glimmering gloom, 
And rom room to room. 


blis 


in 
Opened and then 
The vision came 
The light shone 


A lady with a Lamp shall stand 
In the great history of the land, 
4 noble type of good 

Heroic Womanhood. 
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wedi 


imma Scott Nasmith 


rit with Spirit can meet, 
ser are they than breathing, 
than hands or feet." 


f a+ 
Pe 


Alfred Tennyson, 


Mrs. Hlizabeth Hawthorne 
Constance Hawthorne . . ..«. her 
LLO.coeh~nmObEert sory OSE 
Priscilla McGirr . Niece and compen 

Mrs. Hawthorne 
SUSL2.n- SROOBP HOM mpnay Pas FOUSENIAT 6 
William hingo .. . Family servant-man and boy 
for fifty years 


} 


——— Lo ‘i 
TOW GROMMTC ST 


Tomi-c Da5 b ~ 7) 
es. oe. 7 ke afi OH 
eerste en oa ee eal : 


re-hetphpor son 


/ Ly tn 
The scene is laid in Mrs, Hawthorne's home in && 44 “#9 
Ano Seneda at the present time, 


----1 nallinge. Tell 


~ 


erilight in Mrs Haw 


QM 


ing wh de It is simply 
1 before the fire, 

otre-table in 

fashioned sofa 


Behind i couch | 
eentre and at the 
against the wall, 
Right door opens into 
left hand door opens 
windows between the d 
flowering bulbs fill 
A chair on either si 
the colors of mauve 


Ho Pb 
20 


into kitchen, 

ng outside. Lattice 
intz curtains, 
the window, 


} re d omi 
Mrs. Hawthorne, a dain old 
enters the room. d in 


: e 
re old r throat 


Silk, with r: 
) someone inv 


She seems to 


Mrs. Hawthorne: 


irs ° 


Priscilla; 


Hawthorne: 


Ww Yes 


your mothe 
over to the 
aside and looks 
on the window 
atering can 
puts his a 
with 
86 cilia, 


was 


but you said 


Hot ini 


28, 
was 


you expecting 


I feel today 
someone 


William's 


Yes 
All day 
(A ig ain 


window, 
out, 
pa AS 
on the 


there this 


the 


ha 18 been callin 


curtain 
pene _the flower 
waters ag 
floor 


mail. 


any 
morming 

train from the North 
a letter? 


4 ret a 


message, 
to me, 
the scullery 


I should 


o 
5 
at 


head appears 


door and then he Raga) 


Ae 5 ag ght Auntie, 
Post Office. 
and have Susie 
back in 


L 
The 


time, 


bring 


zo on down to the 
be late so be gure 


2 ys our tea if I am not 


The Message - 2 


(William's head again appears in the 
scullery door and a tap is heard) 


Mrs. Hawthorne: Come in, William. 


(An 014 negro enters - he carries in his 

hand a cap, evidently filled with eggs by 

the care exercised - putting it down on the 

little table in front of Mrs. Hawthome, he 
carefully puts on a pair of tortoise-shell 

rimmed glasses, and after examining an egg 

closely, he says) Look, Miss Hawthorne! Dat's 

the old spec's egg} (Chuckling) She's got 

busy again - Yes, dat's her egg. Looks to 

me as if three more of them is earning their 

board and heeppmend keeping down the high 

cost of living. Look at them beauties! (lays 

eggs in Mrs, Hawthorne's lap) - Yes, and I 

sez to myself - Miss Hawthorne will be glad 

to know that Daisy's got the ¢fadiest little 

ealf I ever saw, for sures you live Miss 

Hawthorne, when I goes into the barn this 

mawnin' there'g«thhe finest little red heifer ; 
snuggled up close to Daisy's side‘/amé things Svtnly Wp 
is lookin' un! Fate ; 


Sn ee 


Mrs. 


William: 


Hawthorne: 


—> 


a 


Mrs. Hawthorne: 


William: 


he 


Mrs. Hawthorne: 


* 


William: 


ee 


Willian, you gave Daisy the warm stall last 
night? 


Yes, Miss.Hawthorne,. 
And you didn't forget the bedding? 


No, Miss Hawthorne, I left her gnug as a bug 
last night and she is very comfgytable now. 


William, you remember that Miss Constance comes 
home tonight for her holidays - 

one,..of hex schoot-frtents’from—the-eity - Take 
the double cutter and the big bear's robe when 
you go to the Depot to meet them 


Ise got them all ready, Miss Hawthorne. Ise 


going to a drive around Wien the 
old mill - 7 y Fave 


ve 


Use 


Mrs. Hawthorne: 


The Message - 3 
As ch pus 
réde~of-ny~Lttttre, Missy 
toehew-her—friexd” the ice 


piled up at the dam, McCutcheon's niggeh 
says it is piled up twenty-five feet high, 

but I € ith ts about ten feet, Yes,I'1l 
shewher de town. (William goes out humming -) 
Den my little soul's gwine to shine... 


Sherk 
(Sits silent for awhile, then‘ d 
Yes darling, I hear you; calling to me all the 
long day! What is wrong dear? Tell your Mother - 
she is listening. (Pours out her tea and sips 
it, er crock a to voices we cannot 
hear ° 


(Enters with an armful of wood, and carefully 
puts it stick by stick in the wood box). Did 
Miss Priscilla go out, Miss Hawthorne? 


Yes, William, I sent her to the Post Office 
to see if there was any mail. 


I was there” this mawnin', Miss Hawth@Ene, Is 
yo worried About anything? 


D a 
ore 


Yes, William, I have been looking for news all sing 


day. + seem to hear Someone calling me! 


William: 


Willian: 


secacecee 
— 


™ 


Well now, dat's strange, Miss Hawthorne, bgt I 
Seems to feel like dat myself, E-tees-tes, but 

I specs it is cause we is excited over Miss 
Constance coming home. Yo know I have been 
powerful lonely for dat little lady since she went 
away to school. I spose its cause I helped to 
raise her; tee po little thing, she was stich a 
little pickaninny when her maw Miss Henrietta 
died - [I often think. , 


print, un TE © wht hehe a dn mf) 
(Enters){/ William, you’ had better be getting 
on} - na 

be - the train's 
Awhistling outatg Porter's Corners/ gmt such 


wood to bring in, when Miss Conny's coming 
home too} 


I suttingly am ashamed of S wood, If fat 
white nigger Johnsone coms’ #501 lnc with dt 
woodpile, I'll break every~bone in 4rbnby, 


easingly) yw What's dat you say about ifr, 
4 Te.” e. late for dat 


olir. Johnsing, 
Wo. 


eve ee ~—— ee eee v-- 


The Message - 4 


Mrs. Hawthorne: Hush, Susie! 
Do not worry about the wood, William. 


: Le 
es (William goes out of scullery door. ) 


Mrs. Hawthorne: Did you get any mail at the Post Office, 
Priscilla? 


Priscilla: No, Auntie. 


Mrs. Hawthorne: That's strange. I have been thinking all. 
a day that we would get some news from the 
North. All day I seem to be getting messages 
from there. 


I met Mrs. Buchanan at the Post office and ee 

she sent her love to you, Aunt Hlizabeth, and — 

told me she would like you and Constance gee te 
her friend to go over there pe supper. Y . 
; to om ‘promised Jamie t 


2 he could 
after Ge 


_ — aD it a EE es Se EEE er Qe ee ee 


i 


Mrs. Hawthorne: Oh, yes, so I did! That would be very nice, 
could go lmme with Jamie. 


closet+—off_Constance!s—reom;—there you will 


odels bute Coto = SW Momen 


oe, ‘ = 
youy corn py ptady to pep into 8 oven 
wh Z ls We AVL not Apen 
* ight/- e chyldren 


Supper,@so spread*Our supper 
bere as “Ssual,. 

Priscilla, will y ease get my Slippers when 

you are upstaires TERE eatin of Mrs, Hawthorne 
listening by the fire), nl, Lal 


Constance: (The door is quietly pushed open “Mit” Cintees 

ge me comes in on tiptoe and covers her grandmother's 
eyes with her hands.) Grandmother, darling, 
here I am home at last! (Throwing her arms 


around her grandmother she hugs and kisses her 


st 


eee ne on oe a eae a A ae hen eee DPanonaa nr Aaesr twnt ~~ 


— 


ndmoth 


Reherts 


Mrs. Hawthorne: 


ate 
u 


me if 


thankfu! 


Constance: 


Willian: 


“hw 
— > (William enters, piled high with bundles ne pene 


<< 


that is the prevailing 

just now, 

Hello, Cousin Priscilla, I bi 
MeeGdse—ttieslloreen hobertsen,. 


9 


(Priscilla goes Ao\gec ten ) 


is makins his way upstairs, when Constance 
stops him). 


William, put down those bundles and come here. 
Grandmother, you never saw anyone so dignified 
as William down at the station! Why,he hardly 
looked at me! Come here, William, and—-be- 
Sol~—Heweelped to reice—me tide he, 


a 


2 


Grenwdnetrem? iio carried mo—er—my bundires— 

around—aii—his—lifetJust—tike he is doing-nou, 

(Grinning) Mel-Het—sllsazlite,_lissonstente, 
, Ww 


to Voreen}: How do you do, Miss Crroepnt tO tee 
inteeo.— —L os 


| abet 


Willian: 


Constance; 


William: 


Constance: 


d in, 
Paere William ( HRO3 6s te te tar ttre ie 


gor better put yo, horse away. é 
he 


(Ignoring SUste). Miss Constance, I got a 


very particular message to deliver to yo. 
Yes, William? 
—>Has-yo got time to listen? 


Yes, William. 


jaw 


oe. Peek vreen 15 home irom de war, You réememner 
he was Mass Paul Pomeroy's batman away over 
dere in France, He's home now and he's brought 
& message for you from France (going close to 
Constance} and he's brought a present for you. 


Constance: Hush, William - Dick Green home 7- Splendid 
old bick ~ Uncle Hddie told me there was no 


holding him in the pen when the war broke out, 
ae , , ee = . i 
Wilttem: : - dai % it of PEs ae ase tO 
) serve my/ Country as anyone; Let+s 
kexe - ave care of Mafse 
horse 


war ig ovey if ive, a 

pen, ; « but e 
s/c e thet mm 

even Af my bodyAs black} 

Dat's dre, dat's t¥ype@, and 


and “6£2 he went to de 


A 


him $4s —— 
Yar with de first contingent. 


Constance; 


Hawthorne: 


Constance: 


Hawthorne; 


Constance: 


The Message - 7 


78 besides! 


the penitentiary, 


Yes, that is what I said, sma—tbetisoweet—t 
 Taeseese He got in there by mistake, instead of 
infle other fellow, Uncle Eddie saya, . 
Béeatie—ttews! (Willism escapes through hall 
QO0T Ss bncitet nae apt) 


Constance, darling, don't get so excited. 


bhte Grandmother,“just let me tell lbemeen one 
thing more about Dick, We have known Dick 
all our life, haven't we, Grandmother? 


Yes, dear. - , 

Dreutls 
Well, you know Mereen,,when I was a wee little 
girl, we used to go up the Lakes every year, 
on the "Nancy Jane" - Well, Dick was head cook 
on that boa t, and one day . « « : 
Never mind that now Constance. Have another Wb 


fr * - -_ —_—~ 


~~, 


eee 


‘ : {(Z act ltt pleas 
Constance: (Sesetsonters with hot bdr Come and tell 
doh fortune, and,.cx coaiaaamead eer: 
: me. (& ich ene goes” over t% 
a William, wha come® in with some more b gitea) Po 
atin. Back fyom the war With’ news from Paul, ¥ 
did you say about A %mresent, William? (Ant 


jhe directs him Xo of ee pundles on’ dgofa a 


ote be fortune first. Shé 


nst 
7 e Prince /of Ales -/ and 


ay onto, He daxced and dtincéed with ; 
eveMsince her temperatute pes either 
been sub-orhel | OF over 166. I tell you 10 46 


“¢ 


The Message - 8 


prett ard e rhend brought 
he p here to be ctired o e Prince, 


Noreen: I don't want to be 


Qn. A 
susie: flo. Ce me: sofa long hill to climb mg 7 
(torlers) Let mé look at yo,hand, hemes - Here's love, 
bap | here's ambition, Your heart will lead, but my! 
a Yo, #& fond of luxury, and an easy time, put 


tom—einb, * . 2 
farts, me (he 
Constance: Nonsense, Sete; You will scare her, to deaths at 3 


A 


That long, long hill is the toboggan slide, ~ 
ear (whistl& outside) Jamie's call this 


within. )\ 
e Buchanan, 


Se ae The Message - 9 dees y eee 
Vn | Wau ine Got a of 2 abi | lama send Preemtt 


I am not 
very good. company for young peopled, 
(Thosixls-a2S “by this time trying on éapg 
and sweaterg. Priscilla MeGirr comes in from 
the Hall with an armful of 
Weedd.ens. In the-struggle..te-release,the a 
shawl-strap, a ouvija board slips out &nd rolls 
with a clatter on the floor.) 


Williem: > Fo de Lawd's sake, what; dat, Miss Constance? 
lt aN Ors wrrrttm: That's a Ouija Board, amd 
naAhe William,rit tells you all about the living and 


brings you messages from the dead} 


William: -~S+ (Scared to death). I've seed the picture of 
one in Eaton's Catalogue! Brings back 
messages from de daid? I tell you there is a 
heap of messages I'd like to get just now, but 
I'd rather hear from the living than the daid 
today, Ise ben reading about Sir Oliver Lodge, 
and the Twentieth Plane, and the Angels at Montyea/ 
and the Three Horsemen and the Chair Invisible - 


Constance: Put it away, Woreen, I am sure Grandmother ul4 
ita would not. Like Willdem 6e-Susiestoltry 1%... 9 uae) 4 


Fe a ae 
Willian: — »X As¥ her if I can, Miss Constance - I've been. 
erie 4 a lot of things lately and I'd like to 


be up to date on this spirit business, like 
the Mistress. 
Mereen: DeesGhe believe in this? 


William: — No, gh expec she's fast this. @b heard her sayme 
that Spirit with Spirit can meet, ek don'y 


know exactly what she means by dat, but she 
does, or else she wouldn't say it. 
She--getemessages...some..other way,—bet (I. neyer 
heard her say Spirits ta ad to her - she,géts 
messages from the living"and she says that when 
we need help from the other world that Love will 
eeemeed ey - Oh no/ Miss Hawthorne dpe not 

aint he things folks is dafag nowadays: #-— 


OO 


a ey 
_ we Ss 


@ur bran new calf Suck thai he Mi 
Constance: William, have we got a calf? You didn’t tell 
me about that. 


Williem; —_ Oh, what a stoopid ah am, that was to be a 
surprise when you went hunting for fresh eggs 
in the mawnin', but a was so excited over this 


poardAb went end blabbed it out. 


We 


a toe ke 


ee ee ee ree 


de wee gee board, Ise afraid of it, He says det 
’ e at 

dey gets ore et tie of messages from de seer 

geeses, but;he's a liar, for he says: "We won 


de war!" When he talks like dat I feel like I 
want to gag him! 


Avro 
a4 Sit-towmr, William, and plece your ds here, 
bopeipiee \itneby ahead, Mshvhase (ui ja thee the war, 


William: —S Wo, Miss Ieeees, I would like to speak to- 
Marse Hawthorne #beet, 


Ste - : 
YOpreah Dre, O27 Tight; Sree Api a Mir, Hawthorne wilt Head 


te yer 

William; -» Marse Hawthorne, is yo dere? 
Rensth hen, Yes - it - says - yes!? 
William; > Is-yo-sho-yo - is dere, Marse Hawthorne? 
Vrrstcbbor, Yes - it - says - Yes} 
Susie: (Who has been w ching the proceeditgs in un/ 
* feigsed terror.) > 

3 Fo de Nawd's sake! 
ey | trembling; Is yo sho 


Hawthorne ‘am dere? 


The llessage a. 


f S | William; ~—-> Marse Hawthorne, is all yo fambly well? 
figvodi.e, Yes - it - says - yes. 
William; -—» Yes - it - says - Yes, Ise glad to hear dat, 
: cause all day Miss Hawthorne, she's getting 
r messages and Ise kind of feeling myself that 


something was wrong - Fo de tine sake} I 
feel mighty queer! Yes, I guess I ds scared, 
Don't you come too near us, Susie: you meng 
couldn't stand it! 2 


Coveckivee Is there anyone else you veda like to oles 
to William? 
William: —~ Indeed there is Miss, Ever since Nctesenwuntan 
niggah tole me dat dey won de war - he comes 
from New York - Ise been bothered like, I would 
like to ask Marse Abraham Lincoln who won de 
war. He would tell de trufe, 


All right, William, ask to speak to Mr, oa 
Abraham Lincoln, : 


ee ee i eae fi. ‘ 
Zip eee ‘ a * Pp eee 


William; 5 I like to do dat, Marse Lincoln, I like to 
speak to yo Sir, if yo please, 


neetanvec That's right, William, | 


Williams -—> Is yo dere Marse Lincoln? 
Cert Yes - it - says - Yes! 
William: -—  Marse Lincoln, who won de war? 


Jerre. (Cowies hurriedly table-and_e: 
8) e t 


brostercec—— 9 9° € 
Gamarille (sth) tt ont —heet—me,_ies—hobosteen, That Ouija 


Board is just pure imposition - when | read 
Sir Oliver Lodge's speech, I felt like eee 
ap—ny—eep—ere- shouting, He said heexret+her 

j — Zr Ouija Boards with 
automatic writers may be alright, but most 
but of the results, ke—thouckht, were from the 
Subconscious mind, and people were retker too 
prone to believe what they got from that souree, 
Why would anyone bother with these or any 


Speeches the so-called Spirits have given to 


i 


wv 
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Cite 
the World? Nothing they have,said has been worth 
a row of pins to humanity - 2 


Nereen+——____—_fte-ve—you—ever trtred—the—ouijear 


TJTsamie- No ave me te 


9 


(Apprehensively watching Vradhé) . Decaeped ate Lid 


3 s * = a eis 
ve = © ~ “ wr) " ~~ = ~ e s « 


—— > (Ber growing more and more excited - Bie—hexds 
- calls in a 
loud voice)- Marse Lincoln is yo still dere? Oh} 
Marse Lincoln what & yo - say - Who - won - de - 
War? What's dat I am spelling out? 


(Spelling slowly). We - W-0-N - [-H-B- - W-A-R, 


ate. Hawthorne: (Entering - in a quiet voice) * 
; We are the dead! 


William: —. (Jumping up from the table): Fo God's sake, who 
| Said dem words‘ Was dat yo Miss Hawthorne? Did 
you speak? 


‘Mrs. Hawthorne: Yes, William, I spoke. "We are the dead", - Yes, 
ee they are the only winners of thdwar - They, only, 


died that we might live - and they have won, Put 
2 the board away debit 
idnsth... Bonit touch this board, I'11 put it away! 
Willian: ——» (Trembling with excitement), Oh, iliss Hawthorne, 
ey lliss Hawthorne, Ise so excited over dat board, 
“3a Please don't put it away, 


Mrs.Hawthorne: There is no need to be excited, William. fMhat 
Bays. bit of wood in your hands does just what you 
—— si want it to do! 

ag one Fae i 


A rh 
Liam: —— Oh Mliss Hawthorne. If we ,could get some message 
BRtave.: from our friends over file river? 


cin! 
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( WhrneTanec ) 

Mrs, Hawthorne: I believe we can, Wettiem, I believe that Spirit 
with Spirit can meet, and if we are spiritual we 
may receive these Spirit messages, but whether they 
use our language or not I am still in doubt, I 
never can believe that they will come in that way - 
No, they will - never - come - that way, But this 
I know, you can hear from the living even though 
you are separated by land and sea, 


“William: —> Yeaj I knows that too. I peopbony the night you 
h¢¢#d young Mastek Albert calling to you. 


a. Ae j 


Mrs. Hawthorne: Yes, William, go slong, I hegy that littls 
a-calling you, rs ether eS cies Ys 


aS lAee 


eee nee: buat, GE, ST eNimother ,F 1 about that, ftheese-to. 
) Semie:____TI've always wanteda_toknow-about—that, too, 


5. fe Pig 


Mrs. Hawthorne: Sit down ohfidren, and I will tell you, fex-ell 
a - 4 I 


a 


Wd 


i xt= > ~~ wp bong time ago, when I was a young woman. I 


went away to Colorado, I had not been away 
very long when my young brother, a great tall | 
poy of sixteen, followed me into that far 


country. 
"T cannot live without you, Sis,“he said, 
Wend I ran away to find you.” What to do with 


the boy was the question. 

That night Mr, Kester, a sheep rancher, was 
going back to his ranch and with him went my 
brother to herd sheep, and live in the open, - 
for he needed that. 

Two weeks after I was awakened by a cry, and 
springing from my bed, I called out: "Yes, dear. 
I am here. What do you want?" 

“Help,” he said, 

On that very night, and at that very minute, 
my brother was in danger of being swept over 
the Alkali Cliffs! The wind began to blow, and 
the sheep invariably moved before the wind, 
began to travel fast towarés the cliff - My 
brother on the Surro's back was being swept 
before them. "I thought of you," said he, 

“and immediately I heard the words: 'Send the 
dog over their backs, tell him to kill the 
Bell Wether.’ I did, and the sheep turned to 
follow the movements of the dog, and we were 
savedj" 


Shenk ones, —Hewtiresne, that is a fine 
illustration of telepathy. Jesn't t+het—ereet? 


ole ? 0: ste Tati Ainge 
oa SD aaphne 20 | act co tag SMart salt htm TES Srampen, 


~ de 
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Wheat do you mean by telepathy? 
Getting messages from the living, 


But you can get messages from the desd too, I 
have heard of many cases, 


I have never heard on one that could not be 
explained by telepathy or mind-reading, 


But I have, Sir Oliver Lodge believes in it, 
So does Conan Doyle and many others. 


I know they do, I've read a good deal of their 
stuff, but it does not amount to anything. What 
ado you think, wttrorme; do you believe we 
can get messages from the deat? 


I don't know; it doesn't seem as if it would 
be impossible if our ears were keen enough to 
hear, I often think about it, but I cannot recall 
ever having reéeived a definite message from the — 


dead -~ yet there are indefinite impressions, 


=i WEtcuabevnees Cen) 2 an tle et a 


sae ainaa ~ ae nb terme 4b & 


Bee) 
NobAeatanec 
Mrs, Hawthorne: 


Constance: 
Ses a y 


Priscilla: 


N 


Mrs. Hawthorne: 


Stra @ 106Llixs ia 
I have been in touch with those who have gone 
before. Beyond that I cannot say. 


There you are, Pst oa? . If anybody could 


get messages from the dead, iteac;-Haebkine could. 
W- - ; 


Ret—totay stom tbe tistoninge. fer Yoday 
there is another call, 'Tis time for your slide yee eat A 
so off you gos Shin GH Like m Janice re 


Thank you, Mrs;-Hawtherner G4, ur 

Ceti kart, 

FHS, JO not betgates athe old slide; the sides 

are rotting - teree—cere—ei the —aiete—end —_— y hebeages 


yous! have a jolly timesm 7% oy ht, 


Sa Good - night te Grandmother Ve - you will be 
asleep weett— on, deex, when Gpkchome. Good 
night, dear. ( and—she kiss fe, cr eie—sed tren 
Jomrte). I will go to the doer with you, 

(Bxit Mrs. Hawthorne. ) 


(Enters with Mrs, Hawthorne's slippers from hall 


door - 
pho—Lers—lLor—speer, 
William follows with-tray “with blue dishes. 


Priscilla léys slippers by the fire, then comes 
tothe table and opens telegram, and hands it to 
William. 


NY. 
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William carefully puts on spectecles and reads 
in & trembling voice: ) 


m; ——> 'Samuel very ill - no hope}! 
arse Samuel very illjno hope! Now isn't that 
just what I asked that board?'Is all our fambly 
om well?' Dat fool thamg th says'yes', Dats all it 
or eee did say. That board's i i 
Saemaennenameal 


“Hwii-mepe “B00d freind ling wood! 


aan Cites ean, /y/ho beget 164011" + 
~~» Nobody - she dexe knows, 


mle 


no need to sho her this, swe=keersZu Dis mawnin' 
6, if we get emg bad news from the 
heed. to tell the childxen, : 
gst have troublé@Snurf." Dat's : 
» 80 I'll just put it up here till | 


fant hoa ra’ William . it sav "Yes" when is 


William: 


Priscilla: 


Mrs. Hawthorne: 


Willian: —)} 


Mrs. Hawthorne: 


Willian: — 3 
Mrs. Hawthorne: 


Hav 2VUUe wwe = or 27 . 
youeast it if 21) ony fombj—wet+!} 
e 
-—s wae"VYos" to-everything, 
Marse Samuel dangerously illj like as not he 
is daid, 


Hush! Listen! 


(Enters with her arms full of baby clothes, 
which she carries lovingly) . 
Look, Priscilla! These are his little clothes. 
You remember the day he was born into this life, 
the little lad who came in time for his father 
to go and preach, You remember, William, whet 
you said when you came home trom church? 


Sholy.I said:, "Marse Hawthorne he done preach a 
wonderful’ ’S@rmon #his day, about a little child 
shall lead dem." 


All day I have been thinking of that little one 
born so long ago - How long#is it Yiha? 


Nigh on fifty years, Miss Hawthorne. 


The little one we made such dainty garments for. 
Look, Priscilla - he must have been my first-born, 
because there did not seem to be time to do such 
things for the other ones, they came so fast . «. 
All day I seem to hear him calling! all day I 
seem to feel his chubby hands about my face, such 


The Message - 16 


little hot hands, All day I seem to have a 
restless little baby laid against my heart, | 
tugging at my breast - that dear little child, 
born so long ago. This is his Christening robe, 
Perectits, 


Priscilla: What was that baby's name? 


+. Hawthorne: His - name - was - Samuel, 


ee 


—\ ee, Marse Samuel was dat baby's name, 


rne: Yes, Whttiem, Mari 
arms all day - Ce : 
to~steep - I wi us 

ti-gad sing him to sleep, 


> (Goes on quietly setting the table and humming 
ss softly): Deep River,I am going to pass over 
eoneen, Seep River, . . 


i Hawtho ittle Mars has been in my 


> 


na pee Oe aj Pe ee ef Rs ee ee Se ene ee, 


Hewthorne;: a a Sa 6 at Db _ > 
and reverently places it on the table in fromt 
of his mistress, then he anéd—Sueie sitsin the 
chairs @f eYfher side of the window. Priscilla 
sits on the footstool in front of her mistress, 
while Mrs, Hawthorne reads in a lovely quiet 

voice): In my Father's House are Many Mansions. 


Mrs. 


(The room has grown darker, until only Mrs, 
Hawthorne's face is seen, then all is flooded 
with a golden light. Mrs. Hawthorne stretches 
out her arms and her face shines as if trans- 
figured . She gets the message that her child 
has passed-over the River, ) 


Slow Curtain, 


The End, 


Mre. Elisabeth Hawthorne 
Constance Rawthorne . .. «+. «s . her granddaughter 
\ Priscille MéGirr’s s°. ee wide « niece end companion 


to Mrs, Hawthorne 
Williem Ringo s « ss «© 6 e's + « family servant-man and 


boy for fifty years 


The seene is laid in Mrs, Hawthorne's home in an old 
Ontario town at the present time, 


co, Pea | ‘THE MBSSAGE 


‘Gwilight in lirs, Hawthorne's living room. It is simply 
furnished, (on the right is a couch before the fire: 
Behind - the couch & wood box, an oval centre-table in 
__..._ entre and at the left side an old fashioneé sofa 
against the wall, 


Hane door opens into scullery leading into kitehen, . 
we ‘door opens into hall leading outside, bettice 
) between the coors have nemeye chints curtains, 
; bulbs f4111 the entire length of the windows. 
chair on either aide of window between the cacams be 
1b dade of mauve and gray predominates) : * 


bisa: tainty By ioe old leay over. 8 


seed! init 


Priscilla: 
Mrs. Hawthorne: 


Priscilla: 


Mrs. Hawthorne: 


Priscilla: 
Mrs. Hawthorne: 


William: 
Bre Leet: 
Priscilla: 
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(enters) Yes Auntie, 


I wish you would go down to the post office and 
see if there is any mail, 


But Iwas there this morning Aunite! 


Yes, but you said the train from the Nerth was 
not in. 


Are you expecting a letter? 


Yes, I feel today I should get a messages All day 
long someone has been calling to me, (Again 
William's head appears at the scullery door and 
then. he hums; ) 


Den my little soul's gwine to shine. Den my 
BAGEL, BOVL! Siig oc) «tae 


All right, Auntie. I will go on down to the Post 
fice. The train may be lute so be sure end have 
usie bring in your tee if I am not back in time, 


(William's head again appears in the soullery 
door and a tap is heard 


Come in, William. 


im 


Mrs. Hawthorne: 


Mre. Hawthorne: 


Urs. Hawthorne: 
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And you didn't forget the bedding? 


No, Miss Hawthorne, I left her anug as @ bug 
last night and she is very comf'table now, 


William, you remember that Miss Constance comes 

home tonight for her holidays ~ Take the double 

cutter and the big bear's robe when you go to the 

Depot to meet her. : + 


Ise got them #11 ready , Miss Hawthorne, Ise going 
to drive around by the old mill to show Missy the 
ice piled up at the dem. MeCuteheon's niggeh says 
it is piled up twenty-five feet high, but I expec’ 
it's about ten. Yesm I'll shew her de town. : 
(William goes out humming -) Denmy little Rowkie Pa 
gwine to shine’. .°. fee tua 


(Sits silent for awhile, then speaks) Yes aneilse: 7 
I hear youjcalling to me all the long day! What ne 
.is wrong, dear? Tell your Mother, she is listening, = § | 
(She is apparently listening to voices we rma ey 
hear). , 
“(Enters with an armful of wood, and carefully. pute 
“4t stick by stick in the wood boxy) Did Miss 
Priscilla go out, Miss Hawthorne? 


ref 


Yes, William, I sent her to the Post office tose 
if there was any mail. ts Se 


¢ 


I wes sine muha spe this mawnin?, Miss iarthoms. 
yo worried about anything? ee 


Yes, Williem, I have been looking for news 
I seem to hear Souvouw, galling meé Ape etek 


1 e, Miss Kawth 
a Py beeps 


William: 


Mrs. Hawthorne; 


Priscilla: 


Mrs, Hawthorne; 


Priscilla; 


j 


ar irs. Hawthorne; 


Constance: 


‘She hugs and kisses her repeatedly.) — ae 
Constance, come here, take off your het, Where are 
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I suttingly am ashamed of this wood, If dat white 
nigger Johnsing comes round here foolin' with out 
woodpile, I'll break evéry bone’ in his body. 


Hush. Do not worry about the wood, William, 
(William goes out of scullery door,) 
Did you get eny mail at the Post Office, Priscilla? 


No. Auntie. ¥ 


That's strange. I have been thinking all day that we 
would get some news from the North, All day I seem 
to be getting messages from there, ee 


] met Mrs. Buchanan at the Post Office and she sent 
het love to you, Aunt Elizabeth, and told me she : 
would like you and Constance to go over there for 


supper, You remeber you promised Jamie that he ‘; 
pacha take Conny tobogganing after she hed a cup ca 
of tea. P J 


Oh, yes, so I did! That would be very nice. She 
could go with Jamie, Priscilla, will you please ~~~ 

get my slippers when you are upstairs? (Priscilla 
goes out. Pantomime of Mrs. Haw‘horne listening 

by the fire. ) (Sleigh' bells) Ae oe 


(The door is quietly pushed open and Constence comes - 


in on tiptoe and covers her grandmather'a eyes with — 
her hands.) Grandmother, darling, here I em home at 
last! (Throwing her arms around her grendmother 


ae 


* i 


your braids? 


Oh, they are still there, Grandmother - j 
over with fluff. Because of dear you 
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William: (Grinning) How do you do, Miss Conny. Ise glad to 
. see yo home. Miss Hawthorne has been powerful 
lonely fo you, en I expecs 1 have myself, 


Priscilla; William, you hed better put your horse away. 

Williem: (Ignoring her) Miss Constance, I got & very particular 
message to deliver to yo. 

Constance: Wer, William? 

William: Haws yo got time to listen? ' 

Constance? Yves, William, 

Willian: Dick Green is home from de war, You remember he was 


Mass Pani Pomeroy's batman away over dere in France, 
iie's home now and he's brought a messace for you 
from France (going close to Constance 5 and he's 
brought a present for you. 


Constance: Hush, “William - Dick green home? Splendid old 
; Dick? Wnele Hddie told me there was no holding him 
in the pen when the war broke out. 


Priscilla: In the pen? Do you mean the penitentiary, Constance? 


Constance: Yes, that is what I seid, He got in there by mistake, 
: instead of the other fellow, Uncle Eddie said. 
(William eséapes through hall door convulsed with 
laughter, ) 


lirs, Hawthorne: Constance, darling, don't get so excited, 


Constance: Grandmother, but just let me tell Cousin Sriscilla 
one thing more about Dick, We have known Dick 411 
our life, haven't we, Grandmother? 


Mrs.. Hawthorne: Yes, dear. 


fy 


‘Constance; Welly you know Priscilla, when I was a wee little 

“i irl, we used to go a the Lakes every yeer of e 

: "Nonsy Jane" - Well, Dick was head cook on that 
boat, and one day. , . ay Sls 


ra. Hawthorne: Never mina that now Constance, Have a cup of tea, 


Oot 
Constance: (Frisetiie enters with kot water) Priseilla, please. 


come tell my fortune, 


ee bere a 1 hill to climb and... . Let: 
i ok at your bent Here's‘ love, here's ambition, Your 
eart will lead, but you are very fond of luxury 
and an easy time. 
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Constance: Nongense, Priscilla! You will scare me to abs ae 
That long hill is the toboggan slide. 


Mire. Hawthorne: Yes, you must be off to the slide; Jamie will be | 
here in & minute with the horse, and you must be 
ready for him. I am not very good company =e 
young people today, 


(Constance is by this time trying on cap and sweater, 
Priscilla MeCirr comes in from the Hall with an. 
armful of winter clothes, In releasing a shawl-strap 
& ouija boerd slips out and rolls with a halenichanal 

on the floor.) t ely 


William; Yo de Lawd's sake, what's dat, Miss Constence? . , | 


_ Constance: That's a Ouija Board, William, and it tells you. 
all ees the living and brings you messages from 
the dear 


Willism: (Seared to-death), I've seed the picture of one in 
Katon's Catalogue} Brings beck messages from de 
ERS Stes deaid? I. tn you there ig a heap of messages I'd. 

“ like fe, just now, but I'd rather hear fromthe 
liv a the daid todey, Ise ben reading about .. 
peesre stiecisoet tas te tases ne 

8 at liontree e Three ea qnse 
Obese. Invisible. - n WEAR. gp 


rut 4 it amay Priscilla, I:.em: gure Grandmother tle 
itke wil liam to try it, 


f sahil 
ast r igi 9ans Mies Constance ° Ive been mu hearing 

of t tely and I'd like to be up to date 
on this spirit, business, like the, MLStPeSSs 


eat believe in this,. ne gas vmeas ihe ‘ 


eee this. is eeeee re 3 
eS ee 


iis Messere | si 


William; Oh, what a stoopid Ah am, that was to be 
: when you went huntin! for fresh egea in the winatnt 


byt. a3 go ,exod ted over this board Ah went and 


Constance: (Goes over to her grandmother), 
Grandmother, William tells me we have a brand new °° 
calf. You must show it to me tomorrow, (Petting her, ) 
You won't mind me showing William how to work the 
Ouija Board until Jamie calls? It is sueh fun, 
Grandmother dear, — 


Mrs, Hawthorne: No, Constance, if you only have fun with it; but look 
at William's face now! (William stands over the 
Leow Quija Board in terrified contemplation), He 4s such 
& chiid, with the imagination of a child, and the 
Superstition of his race as well. (Mrs. Hawthorne 
Gonetatin: and Priscilla go. ont.) 


Constance; Sit down William, and place your hands here. No w 
§9 ahead ~ who would you like to speak to? 


VOT Le 2 
ai een Ise been bothered all day and so is Miss Hawthorne, 
¥ Ahi I'd like to speak to Merse Hawthorne and ast him if 
Sie: all dis fambly am well, but since I heard dat niggah 
PRE aH Lis: of MoCutcheons talk about de wee jee board, Ise ~ 
afraid of it. He says dat dey gets all sorts eae 
messeges from de wee geeses, but den he's a lfar, for 
he Saye i"We won de war!” ‘hen he talks tke det) t! 
féel like I want to gag him? hy pene 
> Se yi eS Peet Lem Sa 
William, place your hands here and go ahéaadj’ 
Ferkeps Ouifa will tell you who won the wer, ers 
Hae tests, t,te3s,}ike f.opeek, to Maree Sartnernga 


PERM Fé 


Tile werey) GES eee 


Pa yest” Gon + de. 5 HEET he 


= sho > yo = 40 dere, sarye Torthorae 7 


‘ i yo dere? jee: Se i cet 


The Message -~ 8 


Fo de Lawd's sakej] I feel mighty queer! Yes, I 


Eceein guess I is scared, Zmmtt 
} : 
Constance; Is there anyone else you would like to speak to 
William? 

William: Indeed there is Miss. Ever since MecCutcheon's niggah 


tole me dat dey won de war ~ he comes from New Yohk « 
Ise been bothered like. I would like to ask Marse 
My - Abraham Lincoln who won de war. He would tell de 
er trufe. 


Constance: Alright, William, ask to speak to Mr, Abraham Lincoln. 


Ke banat I like to do dat. Marse Lincoln, I like to speak to 
yo Sir, if yo please, 


That's right, William, 

Is yo dere, Marse Lincoln? 

Yes - it - says - Yes! Pes 
ilearse Lincoln, who won de war? 


nae (Entering) That Ouija Board is just pure imposition -— 
em when I read Sir Oliver Lodge's speech I felt like 

shouting. He said the Ouije hoardé with sutomatic 
writers my be alright, but most of the results were — oi 
m the sybconscious mind, and people were too prone 
£0 believe what they got from that source. Why would | 
anyone bother with these or any speeches the go-called 

rits have given to the worle? Nothing they have 
4 hes been worth a. row. of pins, seaomenitye 


ensively watehing Weep 
stop Willie, 


'o G Gawa's pits. who. 
89 Hawthorne?’ Did 


i. ; mm a5NQ 
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a dirs. Hawthorne; Yes, William, I spoke. "We are the dead,” — Yes, 
+ 


eC. they are the only winners of the war - They, only, 
me! : died thst we might live - and they have won, Put 
at : ' the board away, 

“Me ’ Constance; I'll put it eway! 
he Williom; (Trembling with excitement): Oh, Miss Hasthorne, 


Miss Hawthorne, Ise so excited over dat bara, 
Please don't put it aways 


‘Mrs. Hawthorne: There is no need to be excited, William. That bit 
i ae ; of wo od in your hands does just what you want it 
red aah sat to doy " 


oh, Mise Hawthorne, If we only could get some 
message from’ our friends over de river, 


I believe we can. (To Constance), I believe that 
Spirit with Spirit can meet, and if we are spiritual 
owe may receive these Spirit messages, but whether they — 
use our language or not I am otill in doubt. I never 
. @an believe that they will co eome in that way - 
. No, they will - never - come - that way. But this * 
I know, you can hear from the living even es 
a, are Beparated by land and sea. eae 


Ane ee 
‘Yeas, Wkaieah Cat) de. TE vemedaha the nsgat pn se a 
_hehd Young Mesteh Albert callin' to yous. per a 


Williem, Go slong. I hear thet little colt Ae 
gling you. (William goes gut.) Petes: oe 
was that ebout, Grandmother?” 147 

pate 


t. gun fox a minute and t wa: 
tim Ue w en I 2 1g 8 young 
@erede, I hed not 


} i 
a 
i: fhe Messare = do 
a u ' 
“s "Help," he gaia, 
a 
2 On that very night; and st that very minute, 
aa brother was in danger of being swept over the Alkali 
£ Cliffs! he wind began to blow, and the sheep 
a . dnveriably moved before the wind, began to travel fast 
ae towards the cliff . My brother on the burro's back was 
‘iid begin Swept before them, "TI thought of you,” said he 
es &nd icmecistely I heard the words; "Send the dog over 
Bei ‘their backs, tell him to kill the Bell Wether, ! 
Beh: did, and the sheep turned to follow the movements of 
ee the dog, and we were saved! 
ad : ; 
_  Friscilla; ixsupyosea That is a fine illustration of telepathy. 
ay e _....-- Ween*t it, Auntie? tgde : 
_ dirs. Sawthorne: I suppose 80; but today I have also been getting : 
Bo indefinite messages, and I am wondering what they’ 
ages pes foretell, 
Constance; What do you mean by telepathy? “nis ale tee 
See , / : i wah w 2; aes 
Pr ¢illa; Getting messages from the Living. eu 
r «But you can get messages from the dead, too. I have 
et heard of many cases, ; Stee eee 
I have never heard of one that could not be.expleined 
_ by telepethy or mind-reading, jie inal) Ae 
f wed m2 PylA 


5 


ves 


f, 


have. Sir Oliver Lodge helieves in it, 30 doe 
an Doyle and many others, " a AL “7 
Bie bs. ve } , 


hers : oe pelewi as 
w they do, I've read a good deal of their | 
| does not axount to anything, What do you” 
auntie; do you believe we can get. 


De 
from 


TE 
ae | 


Gons tance: 


Mrs. Hawthorme: 


Constance: 
Mrs. Hawthorne: 


Priscilla; 


William: 


n Hoshi etent 
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Thank you, Grandmother, 


Constance, do not go on the old slide; the oy 
are rotting, You can have a jolly hee har vies “ 
long hill. a aun 


Good-night, Grandmother, dear 4 you w 
when I come home. Good night, dear, ‘inn, 


I will go to the door with you. 
(Exit Mrs. Hawthorne, ) ; bin is 


(Enters with Mrs. Hawthorne's slippers from hall 

door. William follows with tray with blue rere ; 
Priscilla leys slippers by the fire, then come 

the table and opens telegram, and hands it to “eo Witten, | 
(William carefully puts on spectacles and reads in 
trembling voice. } 


‘Samuel very ill - no hope!' Marse Samuel very 412; — 
no hope! Now isn't dat just what I ast that board?” ue 
‘Ts all our fambly well?' Dat fool ¢*ing ga; ‘ = 
Dats all it did say, Dat board's ae foe indling 
wood?! Eas 


Who will tell Auntie? I am afraid it wid i 


Nobody «- she knows, ese i how she ao 8 
befo anybody else, no need to sho a y= 
dis mawnin'’ she said to me: "Ii we get” 
the orth today dey is no need .to teil the 
William, dey'11 have trouble soon 
she said, so I'll just put it up here ety 
- aaens Samel dangerously 111! ae 
cee by now, 


Bioware The Message . -~ 12 
William: Nigh on fifty years, Miss Hawthorne, . 
Mrs. Hawthorne; The little one we msde such dainty garments oo 


Look, 2riscilla ~ he must have been first- 
because there did not seem to be os yr Pyrite 
things for the other ones, they came so fast , rar 
All day I seem to hear him calling; 611 4 i seem | 
to feel his chubby hends ebout my face, sueh little 
hot hands. All day I seem to have a restless little 
baby laid against my heart, tugging st my breast - — 
that dear little child, born se sane. ago. This is 
his Christening robe. wats 


as priscilla: What wea that pad 3 name? 
| Me. Hawthorne: Higa - name + was ~- Samuel, 
| x lia ree Samuel WAR, dat baby's name. 


re. Bawthorne Yes, that. Little baby has been in 
as I will just ping hin to sleep. 


igoew oH quietly. getting the table ana pee ) 
Deep River, Tr am going to hema over Jordan 
hice se River we ree Ag 


‘qing the Book, Wilitan, (William yeings 


end reverently- places it or the table 
- “his mistress, then he sits in the chair 
of the window, Prisoilla sits on the f 


"ea 


Spirit with Spirit can meet, 


closer are they than breat) 


nearer than hands or feet." 


Alfred Tennyson. 


Mrs. Elizabeth Hawthorne 

Constance Hawthorne - - - - - - -her granddai 
Noreen Robertson - -- —~ — Constance’! 
Priscilla McGirr 


Susie Smoots - — - 
William Ringo - -- 


----- - Family servant-man and 


for fifty years. 
Jamie Buchanan - - - -- - —A Neighbor's son. 


The scene home in C 


THE MESSAGE 


Twilight in Mrs. Hawthorne's living room. I 
furnished. (on the right is a couch before 
Behind the couch a wood box, an oval centre- 
centre and at the left side an old f 
against the wall. 
Right door opens into ullery 
left hand door opens into hall 
Lattice windows between the d 
curtains, flowering bulbs fill 

dow. A chair on either len; 

e colors of mauve 

Mrs. Hawthorne, a dainty fr 
enters the room. She is 
silk, with rare old lace 


seems tc 


ua a 
your mother what is wrong 
over to the window, draws the curtain 
aside and looks out, arranges the flowers 
on the window sill, waters some from a 
watering can on the floor near by. William 
puts his head in the door to right of 
stage and with an understanding nod 
withdraws )} 


DD. 


Priscilla, Priscilla!" 


would go down to t 


ere is any mail." 


there 


Yes, but you said th rain from 
not in. 


Priscilla. "Are you 


Mrs. Hawthorne. "Yes, I feel toda; should get 
All day someone has been calling 
(Again William's head appears 


soullery door and then he huma) 


"Den my little soul's gwine to shine 


my little soul's..... ; 


Post Office. 
sure and have Sus 

am not back in time." 
(William's head 


Mrs. Hawthorne. "Come in William." 


Willi (An old negro enters - he carries in his 


hand a cap, evidently filled with eggs 

by the care exercised — putting it dow 
on the little table in front of Mrs- 
Hawthorne, he carefully puts on a pair 

of tortoise-shell rimmed glasses, and 
after examining an egg closely, he says) 
"Look Miss Hawthorne! Dat's the old spec's 
ege. (Chuckling) She's got busy again - 
Yes, dat's her egg. Looks to me as if 
three more of them is earning their board 
and keep, and keeping down the high cost 
of living. Look at them beauties! (lay 
eggs in Mrs. Hawthorne's lap) = Yes, and 
I sez to myself - Miss Hawthorne will be 
glad to know that Daisy's got the 
little calf I ever say’ for sure's you 
live Miss Hawthorne, when I « 
barn this mawnin' 


finest 


there's the finest 


William - continued - 
red heifer snuggled up 


Susie. 


eyebrows at William, } 
"William, yo better be lookin’ 
see yo feet, all over 

bothering the mistre 

(she gathers up the 

room) 


rthorne 
"Wil 


Williem- "Yes Mtss.Hawthorne, 


Mrs. Hawthorne. "And you didn't forget the bedding?" 


William- "No Miss Hawthorne, I left her snug as a bug last 
night and she is very comfortable now." 
Mrs» Hawthorne: "William you remember that iliss Constance 
s home tonight for her holidays - she is 
ging one of her school friends from the city - 


dy Miss Hawthorne. Ise going 
to give them d drive around by the old mill - 
You know .that 3 ays a favorite ride of my 
little Missy's, and she will like to show her 
friend from the city the ice piled up at the dam" 
MeCutcheon’s nigger says it 
five feet high, but I think 
feet, yes I'11 sure 


is piled up twenty- 
it is about ten 
sho her de town. 


THE MESSAGE 
(4) 


William-continued - 
goes out humming - "Den my little soul's gwine 
to shine") 


Mrs. Hawthorne - (Sits silent for awhile, then we hear 
her say) "Yes darling, I hear you calling to me 
all the long day! What is wrong dear? Tell your 
Mother - (she is still listening) (pours out her 
tea and sips it, apparently listening to voices 
we cannot hear) 


William: (Enters with an armful of wood, 
puts it stick by stick in t 
Miss Priscilla go out Miss Hawtho 


Mrs- Hawthorne* "Yes William, I sent her t 


to see if there was any mail.” 


William. "I was there this mawnin’ Miss Hawthorne. Is yo 
worried about anything?" 


Mrs» Hawthorne> "Yes William, Ise been looking for news 
all day. I seem to hear Someone calling me.” 


William. "Well now, dat's strange Miss Hawthorne, but 
I seems to feel like dat myself. I does too, 
but I specs it is cause we is excited over 
Miss Constance coming home. Yo know I have been 
powerful lonely for dat little lady since she 
went away to school. I spose its cause I helped 
to raise her, the po little thing, she was 
such a little pickaninny when her maw Miss 
Henrietta died - 1 often think” - 


Susie (Enters) "William you had better be getting on with 
yo work instead of thinking - what right have 
you to think, when the traints awhistling o 


ut to 


Susie = continued - 
Porters' Corners ~ such wood to bring in, 
Conny's coming home too!" 


William. "I suttinly am ashamed of this 
white nigger Johnson comes fooli 
wood pile, I'll break every 


Susie. “What's dat you say about Mr. Johnsine? Yo is 
going to be late for dat train! I heard it whistle 
at the cross-roads a minute ago. 1 just let 
Johnsing alone, I'l] attend to ! ing." 


Mrs. Hawthorne. "Hush Susie!" 
"Do not worry about the 


ready to go to the Depot. Susie n tl 


Miss Priscilla, and see if she has any mail. 
(William goes out of scullery door) 


Priscilla» (Comes in apprehensively - she has a telegram 
in her hand, which she hides in her muff, as Mrs. 
Hawthorne turns around) “Well Auntie are you all 
right?" 


Hawthorne. "Did you get any mail at the Post Office 
Priscilla?" 


Gille- “No Auntie." 


rné. "That's strange, I have been thinking all 
day that we would get some news from the North - 
All day I seem to be getting messages from there." 


Priscillas "I met Mrs. Buchanan at the Post Office and she 
sent her love to you Aunt Elizabeth, and told me she 
would like you and Constance and her friend to go 


THE MESSAGE 
(6) 


Priscilla - continued - 
over there for supper. You remember you 
promised Jamie that he could take the girls 
tobogganing after they had 6 cup of tea." 


Mrs. Hawthorne» "Oh yes, so I did! That would be 
they could go home with Jamie. I won 
those children have brought warm clot 
toboganning. Priscilla you had be tte + 
upstairs and look in the big ches 
closet off Constance’s room. There 
sweaters, mittens, moccasins and 
(Priscilla rises to go) 

"Wait till you have a cup of tea™ 
Susie comes in) ie J 
tea. Your young 


very nice 


M3 ss a her friend from 
Toronto will be eiiag in a few moments. Have 
your corn muffins ready to pop into the oven 
when you hear the bells* We will not open the 
big dining-room tonisht - the children are 
invited out to supper, so spread our supper 
here as usual." "Priscilla will you please 
get my slippers when you are upstairs. 


(Pantomime of Mrs. Hawthorne listening by the 
fire) 


the Ot 


- (The 2a open and Constance -endchay : 
+ Eee mai me open mother darling, here +e 


axan") Fee ‘é at last"! (throwing her arms around 


her grandmot sher she hugs and kisses her 
tite yin ay 
repeatedly) "0h 6 


introduce my friend Nore 
this 1s my Grandmother. 1 
anything sweeter than my 


mé Grandmother - may I 
en Robertson - Noreen, 
w did you ever see 

granny?" 


Mrs. Hawthorne. ( 


Greets Noreen with old fashioned curtesy) 
: ) 
"You are very weldome dear. 


I hope you will 


THE MESSAGE 


(7) 


Mrs. Hawthorne = continued - 
enjoy yourself in our old fashioned 
Constance’s friends are all waitii 
you a good time, and you will have 
time if you enjoy Winter sports." 
Noreen. Thank you Mrs. Hawthorne. 
Come and see you." 


‘Where. are 


L SE eae my 


head. Pretty good neice noe is it not?’ — 
as her Grandmother unwinds the braids - "Be 
thankful Granny dear, that they are not cut 
off, and my hair bobbed like Noreen'’s, for 
that is the prevailing epidemic in the city 
just now. Hello Cousin Priscilla. Miss 
Priscilla MeGirr - Miss Noreen Robertson." 
(William enters piled high with bundles, he 
is making his way upstairs, when Constance 
him) "William put dowm those bundles 


a nyo ne 
n! Why he hardl 

and be vee 

Noreen, und he’s 
soul. | 
Grandmothe 

bundles around all } 

doing now." 


& prol 


Enters with t 
nstance(Curtsie 


corn muf 


1) ‘7 x45 } 17 - 
411 tn 13 1S your sw 


atastin' them to make them grow hot again." 
"William (who is trying to get a chance to speak) 
You go and attend to yo own business - you better 
put yo horse away." 


sie) "Miss Constance, I got a very 
age to deliver to yo.” 


you iror 


Constance) and he's 


William: 


Constance. 


Noreen. 


Constance: 


broke out, 
Brigade w 
ungovernabl 
"Yes, dat'’s 

"Let me out f her 


Country 


6, even if my body is 


si) 


9 i black! 
it “iss Constance, dat's right, and 


dey let him out and off he went to de front 
with de first contingent." 


"Do you hear Noreen? That old nigger(excuse 
me William) went off to the war, one of 
the first to go and one of the last to 
return. Listen! Noreen, that's not the end 


i¢ has brought his Master's horse 
they both have decorations! 

of the war records we 
this old town, and we have 
0 


(10) 


Constance.= continued - 
of the ot fellow, Uncle Hddie 
Eddie Iknov 


Hawthorne. 


Constance. "But Grandmother, 
thing 
our live 


ne" «= Well, Di 


on that boat, and one day he put me on 


dumb waiter, and sent me down into the kitchen 
to get a little pie he had made for me. After 
that I went every day for a ride on the dumb 
waiter, and every day I found at the end of my 
journey a pie or taffy or candy made specially 
for me." 

Hawthornee “Have another cup of tea, Noreen , 


to your Liki 


"Tha 


\ Susie 
and 


a+ 


to lliam, wh nes witl more bundles) 
"Back from the with news from Paul, what did 
you say about a present William?"(and she directs 
him to place bundles on sg at the left) 


f 
v 
"Susie, please tell Noreen’s fortune first, she 


wRac AAT 
MODAL 


(11) 


Constance = continued - 
is so temperamental she cannot wait." 


Susie. (Studying Noreen's cup) "I see here a very fair 
person with a iden head, and something very 
heavy hanging over it." 


Constance* 


golden head. 
Toronto. He danced 
ever since her te 
sub-normal or over 
hard on al her 


here to be cured 


Noreen. (In a dréamy far away tone) "I don't want to be 
oured - He is just a dear boy. He told me he 
wished he was a cow-boy. He wants to have fun 
like other boys and he's got to be a King! I’d 
like to lkmow who would want to he a King these 
days. They are all getting their heads knocked off. 
‘What else do you see Susie?" 


6 a long long hill to climb - a long long 
Let me look at yo hand honey - Here's love, 
bition. Your heart will lead, but my! 
of luxury, and an easy time, but sho 
fiss has a long long hill to climb.” 


Constance. Nonsense Susie! You will scare her to death! 
That long long hill is the toboggan slide. I hear 
Jamie's call this minute(and she answers the 
yodle-like summons from without by an answer from 


within) 


(12) 


Constance . "William open the door for Jamie Buchanan" 
is the boy I told you about Noreen 
cleverest boy in Grey County" (Jamie 
He is undoubtedly country bory and bred - very 
wholesome to look at ut 


see a real 

me telling you about 
Wales’ Scholarship 
He will be at the | 


Jamie Buchanan. "How 
you home 
terribly, 

a aad iawthor 


nytit 
t (He 
ou (He t 


This wanderer sould give you news of the underworld 
because he s been burrowing in the roots of things" 
(laughter) 


Mrs. Hawthorne. "Jamie, stop making fun of me.” 


Constance* "Now Jamie, don't begin talking to Grandmother 
about things we do not understand." 


"Come here Jami 4 tell me how your mother 
} nd invitation to supper. 

sd to have the girls go I 
time and is sep Oaroared 


looking woollens. 
the shawl-etrap, 
with a clatter on 


wT 


William. 


Noreen. 


William , 


Noreen. 


Willian. 


i’s sake, 


de 
I'd like to 


+ 
ibe 


"Ask her if I can Miss Vonstance - I've been hearing 
a lot of things lately and I'd like to be up to 
date on this spirit business, like the Mistress.” 


"Does she believe in this?" 


"s past this. I heard | 
j an meet. I don't 
but she does, 
I thin 5 


but I never he 


Miss Hawthorne 
folks is doing 


William « 


Jamie 


‘*William have 


ahout that. 


oopid 


hunting 


Nanatancn 
VONS LAaNnCGe 


” 7 + 
"Grandmo 


are such a pet. Come on "ling upstairs with 
me for a minute, but before you go dear, you won’t 
mind Noreen showing Jamie and William how to work 
the Ouija Board? It is sush fun Grandmother dear.” 


Mrs. Hawthorne. "No Constance, if they only have fun 
but look at William's face now. (William 


nis 


ind Constance 


William> "Ise been bothered all day and so is Miss Hawthorne. 
I'd like to speak to 
if all dis fambly am ’ 
nigger of MecCutcheons talk 
Ise afraid of it. 


i ask him 


THE MESSAGE 
{15) 


continued ~ 


for he says "We won de war"! When 


him." 


hands 


Mm, and place 
the 


we will ask Ouija 


Miss Noreen, 
first." 


"All right William, a 


"War Hawthorne is 


"Vad 


William. 


Noreen* "Yes - it - says -— yest" 


(Who has been watching the proceedings in unfeigned 


Susie. 


terror) ey 
"Fo de Lawd's sake! Look how his hands are trembling’ 
se Hawthorne am dere? 


Is yo sho Miss Norse 
William? Is yo scared?" 


causes 


"Yes 
all day } lawtho 

Iso kind of feeling rm lf t : 
wrong - Fo de Lawd's sake mighty 
Yes I guess I is scared. 
Susie you couldn't st 


William* 


me too 


THE MESSAGE 


(16) 


Noreen. "Is there anyone else you 
Wwe ° 
William? 


Williams "Indeed there is Miss, 
tole me dat dey won de 


Ise been bothered like - I 


Abraham Lincoln who won de 
trufe." 


Noreen. "All right William, ask to to Mr. Abraha 
Lincoln." 

William. I li to spea 

Noreen* "That's right 

William’ "Is yo dere Marse Lindoln?" 

Noreene "Yes - it - says - Yesi" 

William. "Marse Lincoln who won de war?" 

Jamie. (Comes hurriedly to table and exclaims) 
tty 


Oh let me try." 


Noreen. 


Jamie. "It won't hurt me Miss Robert: 
just pure imposi - wnen I read Sir Ol 
spesch,\I felt like throwing u 


d is 

iver Lodge's 

) my Cap and shouthnge . 
y I 


son. That 


have said has been worth a row of pins t 
so Bosh say I." % 


Noreen. "Have you ever tried the Ouijar\<*« 
\ 


Jamie. "No I never had the chance.*! 


Noreen. "You have it 


Now I don’t want it 


“wT t+ : 
I know who 


Noreen¢ (Apprehensively v 


Susie. ( 8 ut cryi 


William. "WES Oh -— who = is — Wa? 
heretoenbers memo Ll SW 


Mrs. Hawthorne. (Entering - in a qu 


William. (Jumping up from the table) "Fo God's Sake who said 


dem words? Was dat yo ifiss Hawthorne? Did you spe 


the message 


ld 


Noreen. 


William: (frembling with excite 
Hawthorne, Ise so excited 
put it away.” 

Mrs. Hawthorne. "There is no need to be excited William. 1 
bit of wood in your hands does just what you want 
it to do." 


THE MESSAGE 


"Oh Miss Hawthorne, if we could get some 
Our friends over the river." 


Hawthorne. "I believe we can Willian. 
Spirit with Spirit can meet, 
spiritual we may receive the 
but whether they use our langua; 
in doubt, and I never can bel 
come in that way - No they will - never 
that wey. But this I know, you can he: 
living even though you are separated by 
sea.” 


William* "Yes I knows that too. I remembers the night you 
heered young Master Albert ca ng to you." 


Hawthorne. "Yes William, 
a calling you." 


Constance* "But Grandmother tell Noreen about that please do.” 


Jamie. "I've always wanted to know about that too.” 


Mrs. Hawthorne. “Sit down children, and I will tell you, for all 
day I have been hearing some one call to me." 

"A long time ago when I was a young woman, 

I went away to Colorado. I had not been 

y very long when my young brother, a 
tall boy of sixteen followed me into 

ar country. "I cannot live without 

3aid and I : 


question? 

That night Mr. Kester, a sheep rancher 
was going back to ranch and with him 
went my brother to } sheep, and live 


in the open,for he needed that. > weeks 
after I was awakened by a cry, and 


Jamie. 


Noreen. 
Jamie. 


Noreen. 


Jamie. 


Noreen. 


Jamie. 


um 
id = BO) 


~ continued - 
and s 


ad 


pringing from my bed, I ca 
ar, I am here. What do 


you 
he said. On that very nicht, = 
very minute, my brother was in 
being swept over the Alkali Cl 


an t 

ner 

back was being swept before +1 
of you, said he, and immediate 


words "Send the dog over their 
him to kill the Bell Wether". 
sheep turned to f 
and we w 2 


llow the mover 


savedt" 


"Thank you Mrs. Hawthorne, that is a fine 
illustration of telepathy." 


"What do you mean by teleph&hy? 
"Getting messages from the living.” 


"But they get messages from the dead too, I 
have heard of many cases." 


"I have never heard of one that could not be 
r 


explained by telepathy or mind 


"I know they do, I've read a 
stuff, but it does not 

do you think Mrs. | 
can get message: 


amount 


from the dea 


Mrs. Hawthorne. 


Mrs. Hawthorne. 


Constance* 


Noreen. 


Mrs. Hawthorne. 


Constance. 


Mrs. Hawthorne. 


Priscilla. 


THE MESSAGE 


(20) 


"I don't know, it doesn't seem a 
be impossible if our ears 


rs were 


if it woulda 
. ~ nm enough 

to hear. I often think about it, but I 
cannot recall ever } 


reéeived a definite 
message fr the 


i - yet there are 
indefinite impressions, strange feelings that 
come to me sometimes that I have been in 
touch with those who have gone before. Beyond 
that I cannot say." 


"There you are Miss Noreen. If a 
get messages from the dead Mrs. Hawthorne 
could. Won't you tell us some more?" 


"Not today, I must be listening for.tod 
there is another call. ‘Tis time for 
slide, so off you go." 


"all right Grandmother, dear." 
"Thank you Mrs. Hawthorne." 
"Jamie, do not trust to the old slide, the 


sides are rotting - take care of the girls, 
and may you all have a jolly time." 


"Say good-night to Grandmother now - 
be asleep won't you dear when we get 
@ood night dear. Ah there's Jamie at 


tricks."(d4nd she kisses the g 


Jamie) 


"I will go te 


Hawthorne) 


(Enters with Mrs. Hawt 


HE MESSAGE 


1) 


Priscilla - continued = 
door - Susie from kitchen door with cloth 
she lays for supper. 
William follows with tray y 
Priscilla lays slipp 


which 


William - 
reads in a trembling voice -) 


William, "Samuel very i hope!" 
"Marse Samuel very i11 no hopet Now isn 
what I a é i 
fambly wv 


Susie. "Oh dear, dear, who is going to tell the Mistress?” 


William. "Nobody - she done knows. 
Lordy, how she do get the news befo anybody else, 
no need to sho her this, she knows. Dis maymin’ she 
said to me, "if we get any bad news from the North 
today, no need to tell the children, William, they 
will have trouble enuff" dat's what she said, so 
I*ll just put it up here téll de mawnin'." 


all it did say was "Yes" to everything. 


> as not he is dai 


Priscilla. "Hush! Listen!" 


. 


Mrs. Hawthorne: (Enters with her arms full of baby 
she carries lovingly) 
"Look, Priscilla! These are his littl 
remember the day he was 


clothes, which 


® clothes. You 
born into this life, the 


Mrs. Hawthorne. little lad who came in time for his 


to go and preach. You remember Willi 

William. "Sho I said "Marse Hawthorne he done 
& wonderful sermon that day, about 
child shall lead dem". 


vthorne . "All day I have been thinking 
one born so long ago - How le 
"Nigh on fifty years, 


ye 


véhorne . "he little one we made 


for" Look Priscilla - he must have been 
my first born, because there did not 


to be time to do such things for the other 
ones,. they came so fast - - 

All day I seem to hear him calling, all day 
I seem to feel his chubby hands about my 
face, such little hot hands. All day I 

seem to have a restless little baby laid 
against my heart, tugging at my breast - 
that dear little child, born so long a; 

This is his little Christening robe Pr 


Priscillae "Whe 8 that baby’s name?" 
"His name muel." 
William. "Yes, Marse Samuel was dat baby’s name." 
Mrs. Hawthorne. "Yes, Williem, your little Master has been 
in my arms all day - you remember a used 


to sing him to sleep - I will just hold my 
baby in my arms t111 you sing him to sleep." 


William. (Goes on quietl; 
humming viy) “Deep River am going to pass 
over Jordan De op River" 

Mrs. Hawthorne. "Bring the Book William" (W 

places it 
then he 
side of the window. 


Ra 
ol 


Ouse are 


80 { would hav 


a place fo 
has grown dz 5 
i then all 


lirs. Hawthorne 


flooded with : golden licht. 
stretches out her arms and her face shines as 
if transfigured. She gets the message that 


her child has passed over the River) 


Slow Curtain. 


<3 
"Spirit with Spirit can meet, 
; closer are they than breathing, 


_ nearer than hands or reeat +8 


a alfred pannpaee 


aeperertrs Palis taad B45 : eng bf. “Sas 
ehets on Dither siao ol nite c <*~éen a 
slag ay mauve End #5 ay pre mo 14At ee 


rhe, ore fravila otd Laie ovex seveniy <i 
ore. the Sine. tan 2% A yepead im he GN 
mith Tere 046 Jef ok 5 . 
Ste. be Tet reiag 


* 


Mrs. Blizabeth Hawthorne 
Constance Hawthorne... .... - her granddaughter 
Priscilla McGirr . ...« ..« +. . niece and companion 
F to Mrs. Hawthorne 
William Ringo . .«. «e+ .«. . « family servant-man 
and boy for fifty 
years 


The scene is laid in Mrs. Hawthorne's home in sn old 
Ontario town at the present time. 


er THE MESSAGE 


nwilight in Mrs. Hawthorne's living room. It is simply 
furnished, (on the right is @ couch before the fire, 
a the goueh, & wood box, an oval centre-table in 2e 
end at the left side an old fashioned sofa 
against the wall. 


_ Right door opens into scullery leading into kitchen, 
left hand door opens into hall leading outside. Lattice 
windows between the doors have dainty chintz curtains, 
flowering bulbs fill the entire length of the window, 
A chair on either side of window between the doors - 

the colors of mauve and gray predominate. ) 


. Hawthorne, @ dainty fragile old lady over seventy 
seated before the fire. She is dressed in a quaint 
red silk, with rare old lace at her throat and 

sta. she seems to be listening to someone invisible. 
Yee dear, t hear you calling, Tell your mother what 

is wrong: (She goes over to the window, draws the 

Siteia. aside and looks out, arranges the flowers: 

; she window sill, waters some from a watering can 

e floor near by. William puts his head in the 

to right of stage and with an understanding 

Ww Horie. 

a, Priscilla/ 

it Poxyret tha. beeing § 


) Yes Auntie 
: cw. 


ft veer gai rT od e ibd: 2. ar fios le 
ere is any ma neil, big 


en led § 


-2 


Mrs. Hawthorne: Yes, but you said the train from the North was 
not in. 


priscilla: "Are you expecting a letter? 


Mrs, Hawthorne: Yes, 1 feel today I should get a message. All day 
long someone has been calling to me. (Again 
William's head appears at the scullary door and 
then he hums: ) 


oe. Willien: Den my little soul's gwine to shine. Den my 
7 It tte SOW MBi ee x6 Pup wile 


won Priscilla: All right, Auntie. I will go on down to the Post 
+. Office. The train may be late so be sure and have 
William bring in your tea if 1 am not back in 


oe wari (am: time. : 


(William's head again appears in the scullery 
door and &@ tap is feud) 


» Come in, William. : ‘ 


old negro enters - he carries re 


}, eV dently filled with eggs by the care exer- 
cised - putting it down in the little teble in 
front of Mrs. Hawthorne, he carefully putson a 
pair of tortoise-shell rimmed glassed, and after 
examining an egg closely, he says) Look, Miss 
_. Hawthorne! Dat's the old spec's egg! (Chuckling) 
_ $he's got busy again - Yes, dat's her egg. Looks 
to me as if three more of them is earning their 
-—s board and keeping down the high cost of living. 


me's lap) - Yes, and i see to myself.- Miss 
horne will be glad to know that Daisy's got 
he dandiest little calf I ever saw, for sure's 
live Miss Hawthorne, when ! goes into the 

’ 8 mawnin' there is a fine little red 
gled up close to Dairy's side; thing's 
ookin' up} ee ans ee 


you gave Daisy the warm stall last : 


eR Es 7x ‘ 


r her holidays - fake the double 
big bear's robe when you go to the 
3s i . «<f? 7 Nae y 


Mrs. Hawthorne: 
| y : 


Depot to meet her. 


Ise got them all ready, Miss Hawthorne. Ise going 

to drive around by the old mill to show Missy the 
ice piled up at the dam, McCutcheon's niggeh says 

it is piled up twenty-five féet high, but I expec’ 
it's about ten. Yesm I'll shew her de town. (William 
goes out humming:) Den my little soul's gwine to 
shine... 


(Sits silent for awhile, then speaks) Yes darling, 
I hear you; calling to he all the long day! What 
is wrong, dear? Tell your mother, she is listening. 
(She rm apparently listening to voices we cannot 
hear, 


(Enters with an armful of wood, and carefully pute 
it stick by stick in the wood box. ) Did Miss 
Priscilla go out, Miss Hawthorne? 


: Yes, William, I sent her to the Post Office to see 
if there was any mail. 


yo. worr uti about anything? 


> Yos, William, I have been looking for news all day. 
I seem th hear Someone calling me! 


Well now, dat's strange, Miss Hawthorne, but I seems 
_ to feel like dat myself, but I specs it is cause we 
Pras. tp exci ted over Miss Constance coming home. Yo know 

_ she went away to school. 1 spose its cause I helped 
raise her; po little thing, she was such e little 
kaninny when her maw Miss Henrietta died. I often 
his. of her. but I must be looking up. 


(Ente: rat is seiah<2's with a telegram which she 
ides in her muff) William you better be lookin down 
t e your feet. You had better be getting on; 
whistling out at Porter's Corners; such — 
hh ng in when Miss Conny's vied home too! 

a Loh te 
ugly am ashamed of this wood. If dat white 


tox 


pee every: bone in his body, 
en ‘the mood, William, 


sc wt ost r.) Bh 
Lat fhe ost Office, Priscilla? 
75 


a e myself this mawnin', Miss nme eit 


ve been powerful lonely for dat little lady since 


eee round here foolin' with our Hee 


Bre... That's strange. I have been thinking all day that we 
ii would get some news from the orth. All day I seem 
5 to be getting messages from there. 


Stilisa«: 
Bs Priscilla: I met Mrs. Buchanan st the Post Office and she went 
aa her love to you, Aunt Hlizabeth, and told me she 
* a would like you and Constance to go over there for 


‘ supper. You remember you promised Jamie that he 
he could take Conny tobogganing after she had a cup of 
Cofieten: « TAAe 


Mrs. Hawthorne: Oh, ‘yes, so I did} That would be very nice. She could 

Pr ; go "with Jamie, but today I must stay st home. Prig- 
VP iact ils ecilla, will you please get my slippers when yon are 
oe upstairs? (Priscilla goes out, Pantomime of lirs. Haw-.. 

tes tan thorne listening by the fire.) quietly musing. (;5 uu 
= Then sleigh bells and street sounds. k 


- 


(The door is quietly pushed open and Constance comes 

in on tiptoe and covers her grendmother's eyes with 

ne: her hands.) Grandmother, darling, here I am home at 

last! (Throwing her arms around her grenemot bana she sxe 
mae. end kisses her repeatedly, ) “ 2 


‘ : s, “gone here, take off your hate Where are 
your Paidat 


Oh, they are still there, Grandmother - just covered 
over with fluff. Seeause of dear you they are still 
geee ys bound around my head. Pretty good camouflage, 
 +granny, is it not? (as her grandmother unwinds the 
“ek Be thankful, granny dear, that they are not 
cut. That is the prevailing epidemic in the city just 
Hello, Cousin Priscilla, : 
eats 


scilla goes to get tea.) 


m enters, pilea high with bundles he is 
) way upsteirs, when Constance stops hin. ) 


operar, saw anyone so dignified as iam 
tation! Why, he abe Looked at mei». 


ae fh ; nth! “3 R 
Ah do, Miss 5 Se. Ise glad to see 
sephne be “hes Rag i ak Ae Pele FOR 
steed your. ey lias , 


8 Constance, 1 got a very particular 


ut down those bundles and come henge & end 
at 
a 


—— 


yn? 


——— 
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Has$ yo got time to Listen? 
Yes, William. 
ee eae 
William: Dick Green is come home from de wer. You remember he 
aes was Mass Paul Pomeroy's batman away over dere in 
¢ erste France. He's home now and he's brought a message for 


you from France (going close to Constauce) and he's 
‘Sank brought a present for you. 


ee i iisc; Hush, William - Dick Green home? Splendid old Dick, 
Uncle Eddie told me there was no holding him in the 
pen when the war broke out. 


a? 


| Priscilla: ‘In the pen? Do you mean the penitentiary, Constance? 


fy Yes, that is what + said. He got in there by mistake, 

instead of the other fellow, Uncle fiddie said, : 
(William escapes through hall door convulsead with 
laughter. ) 


Hawthorne: Constance, darling, don't get so excited. 


, but just let me tell Cousin Fri 
thing more about Dick. We have known Die 
aven't we, Grandmother? 


Well, you know, Priscilla, when | was a wee little 
cl, we used to go up the Lakes every year on the 
“Nancy Jane" - Well, Dick was head cook on that boat, 
and one day... ) 
Never mind that now Constance. Have a cup of tea. . 
(Priscilla enters with hot water) Priscilla, please "5 

/and tell my fortune, 


e & long hill to climb and... Let me 

our hand. Here's love, here's ambition, —— 
will lead, but you are very fond of | 

on. easy time. ; =r Y : 3 3 
riscilla/ You will scare me to death! i ar. 
1 is: the toboggan slide, et ae, E 


Sit 4 | yes MOn oe. a PETE he efed ou 
ff to the slide; Jamie will be here 
ag: “be. ney 20g ay Iam not 

g people today, 2 


> trying on cap and sweater. 
ping aa .. Hall with an armfwl 
releasi 


ng a shawl-strap 4 ouija 
olls with a clatter on the floc 


lg 85 
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| ‘William: Fo de Lawd's sake, what's dat, Miss Constance? 
Constance: That's a Ouija Board, William, and it telle you 
» SOnetecor @ll1 about the living and brings you messages from 
the dead? 
William: (Scared to death) I've seed the picture of one in 
wih Eaton's Catalogue! Brings back messages from de 


daid? I tell you there is a heap of messeges I'd 

like to get just now, but I'd rather hear from the 
living than the dsaid today. Ise ben reading about 
Sir Oliver Lodge, and the Twentieth Plane, and the - 
Angels at Montreal and the Three Horsemen and the 
Choir Invisible - 


Put it away, Priscilla, I am sure Grandmother would 
not like William to try it. 


Ast her if I can, Miss Constanée -~ I've been hearing 
& lot of things lately and I'd like to be up to date 
on this spirit business, like the mistress, 


She doesn't believe in this! , 


f oe j ja 
Noy Ah expect’ she's away past this. onere 
once dat Spirit with Spirit can meet. Ah don know 
exactly what she means by dat, but she does, or else 
she wouldn't say it. Ah never heard her say Spirits 
talked to her - she sutinly gets messages from the 
livin’ though and she says that when we need help 
from the other world that Love will find a way. Oh, 
nos Miss Hawthorne is not interested in the things 
folks is talking about nowadays. Our bran new calf 
@n' such things interests her more'n the things she 
sees in the papers. 
hia. 


liam, 
t the 


on we got & calf? You didn't tell me 


e 


what a stoopid Ah am, that was to be a surprise 

you went huntin' for fresh eggs in the mawnin', — 
was so excited over this board Ah went and 

d it out. . ! 

er to her grandmother) © Nata ciate Cette 

er, William tells me we have a brand new 

must show it to me tomorrow, (Petting her. hes 

i 7 


- 


7. 
rer, 


re eos res er 
you only have fun with it; but look © 
how! (William stands over the Ouija 
ified contemplation) He is such a child, 

nation of a child, and the superstition 


oe jah eee 12 


of his race .as well, (Mrs. Hawthorne and Priscille 
go out.) 


Constance: ~ Sit down William, and place your hands here. Now 
go ahead - who would you like to speak to? 


William: Ise been bothered all day and so is Miss Hawthorne. 
I'd like to speak to Marse Hawthorne and ast him if , 
all dis fambly am well, but since I heard dat niggah 

of MeCutcheons talk about de wee jee bosrd, Ise afraid 
of it. He says dat dey gets all sorts of messages from 
de wee geeses, but den he's a liar, for he says: 

"We won de war.” When he talks like dat I feel like 

I want to gag him! (Priscilla enters. ) 


Constance: Now, William, place your hands here and go ahead, 
Perhaps Ouija will tell you who won the war, 


| William: No, Miss, I would like to speak to Marse Hawthorne, 


ie au 
| Constance; j§= All right. See if Mr. Hawthorne will speak to you, 
ras liam: Marse Hawthorne, is yo dere? ss 


. Yes -it says.+ yes! _ ay <a 
Is - yo - sho - yo - is dere, Marse Bavehane 
Yes, it-says - Yes! 
Merse Hawthorne, is all yo fambly well? 
Yes: - it - saye -. yes. a 
gOxke: Yes - it - says - Yes. Ise glad to hear dat, cause ) 


all day Miss Hawthorne, she's getting messages and 
Ise kind of feelin' myself that something was wrong. 


5 ean ales: i 
_ Are you scared, William? 
; I is, Miss Priscilla, You go away you is, too young. 


Lawd's sake! I feel mighty queer! Yes, I guess — 
BAeTOd., ori) 5: » ewe Gone Bee ee 
Boerd sev-. OS: » 
re anyone else you would like to speak to, 


‘ am? At wey? ; 


Miss. Hver since MeCutche 
ee ee ie h Cie 
won de war, He would tellde tr eee 

Pit eat cai 


ite ve svaties. Dis tas, 7 “tid 
, aak to apeak to Mr. Abreham Lincoln. — 


Es 


geass. Se 


The Message 


William: 


Constance: 
William: 
Constance: 
William: 
Priscilla; 


Constance: 


a 


“(Growing more and more excited) calls in @ 1¢ 
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I like to do dat. Marse Lincoln, I like to Speak “4 
to youSir, if yo please. : 
That's right, William. 


Is yo dere, Marse Lincoln? 


iiaide 


Yes - it - says - Yes! 
Marse Lincoln, who won de war? 


That Ouija board is just pure imposition - when I 
read Sir Oliver Lodge's speech I felt like shouting 
He said the Quija Boards with automatic writers may 
be alright, but most of the results were from the : 
subconscious mind, and people were too prone to i 
believe what they got from that source. Why would 
anyone bother with these or any speeches the so-called 
Spirits have given to the world? Nothing they have 

ever said has been worth a row of pins to humanity. 


(Apprehensively watching Williem) I suppose we had 
better stop, William. wee 


vy oice): Marse Lincoln, is yo still dere. Oh! Marse 
Lincoln, what do yo - say - Who - won - de - war? 
What's dat I am spelling out? 


(Spelling slowly) We -W-0O-N - T-h-e - 
W-A-R. 


WE! - Oh - who - is ~ WE? 


Mate Boas, quiet voice): 
fe are Cade 


fiumving- > from the table): Fo Gawd's sake, who 


ny 
b ater 
3 ee 


em words? Was dat yo Miss Hawthorne? Did you sp 


‘ 
- 


, 4 spoke. "We are the dead,” - 
only winners of the war - vy, 9 
ve - and they nem 


— : ; SS ain 
| ; ‘- 
The Message - 9 


Willien: Oh, Miss Hawthorne, If we only could get some 
message from our friends over de river, 


Mrs. Hawthorne; I believe we can. (To Constance). I believe that 
Spirit with Spirit can meet, and if we are spiritual 
we may receive these Spirit messages, but whether 
they use our language or not I am still in doubt, I 
never can believe that they will come in that way - 
No, they will - never - @ome - that way. But this 
I know, you can hear from the living even though you 
are separated by land snd sea, 


William: Yebs, I knows dat too. I remembehs de night yo 
hehd young Mastah Albert callin’ to you. 


Mrs. Hawthorne: Yes, William. Go along. ! hear that little calf 
a-calling you. (Willism goes out.) 


Constance: What was that about, Grandmother? I would like to 
hear about that. 


Mrs. Hawthorne: Sit down for a minute and 1 will tell you, A long 
Nas ' time ago, when I was a young woman, I went away to 
; Colorado. I had not been away very long when my 
palpi: * young brother, a great tall boy of sixteen =telleruaaae 
} whe into that far country. 


"T cannot live without you, Sis,” he mid, "and I ran 
awey to find you.” What to do with the boy was the 
question. 


That night Mr. Kester, a sheep rancher, was going — 
back to his ranch end with him went my brother to 9 
herd sheep, and live in the open, - for be needed that, 


Two weeks after I was awakened by a cry, and springin, 

rom my bed, I called out: "Yes, dear, 4 am here. ‘What 
2 you want? 
ed rinat 


“Help,” he said. 


The Message 
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Mrs. Hawthorne: I suppose So; and today IL have also Le 
i ‘ini en getting 
indefinite messages, and 1 am ; 
foretell. wondering what they 


Constance: 
Priscilla; 


Constance: 


. Priscilla: 


Constance: 


Priscilla: 


Mrs. Hawthorne: 


—" etieeneeneeee 


; 


A Priscilla: 


A, 
wl 


4 


' 


ar 


Mrs. Hawthorne: 


_ Constance: 


a % 


‘Mrs. Hawthorne: 


often think about it, but I cannot recall e 


What do you mean by telepathy? 
Getting messages from the living. 


But you can get messages from the dead 
heard of many cases, » too. I have 


I have never heard of one that could not be 

by telepathy or mind-reading. ita? 4 
But 1 have. Sir Oliver Lodge believes in it. so 

does Conan Doyle and many others, 

I know they do. I've reed & good deal of their stuff, 
but it does not amount to anything, What do you 
think, Auntie? Do you believe we can get messages 
from the dead? 


I don't know, it doesn't seem as if it would be 
impossible if our ears were keen enough to hea 


having received a definite message from the dead - 
yet there are indefinite impressions, strange 
feelings that come to me sometimes that I have been 
in touch with those who have gone before, Beyond 
that I cannot say. 


(Triumphantly) There you are, Constance. If anybody 
could get messages from the dead, Auntie could, 
(Priscilla goes out.) 


x 


Today there is another call. 'Tis time for your 
Slide, Connie, so off you gé. I hear the bells on 
Jamie's horse, ‘ 


Thank you, Grandmother. aah: 


Constance, do not go on the old slide; the sides are 
rotting. You can have a jolly time on the long Aiit. = 


Good-night, Grandmother, dear - you will be asleep 
when I See home. Good night, dear. (Kissing pre 


© 


I will go to the door with you. 
(Exit Mrs, Hawthorne. ) 


(Enters with Mrs. Hawthorne's slippers from hall id 


door. William follows with tray with blue dishes. ’ 
Priscilla lays slippers by the fire, then comes to ; 


the table and opens telegram, and hands it to pe 
William, (Williag carefully puts on spectacles and 


The Message 


William; 


Priscilla: 
William: 


Priscilla: 


Mrs. Hawthorne: 


Willian: 


Mrs. Hawthorne: 


William: 


Mrs. Hawthorne: 


ererigoiila: 


Mire. Hawthorne: 


«AD 
and reads in a trembling voice, ) 


"Samuel very ill - no hope!! Mar 

Sed : oe’ = se Samuel 

ile 2 no hopes - Now isn't @at just what I ameasbie 
board? 'Is all our fambly well?" Dat fool t'ing gay 


"Yes', Dats all it did say, 1 
kindlin' wood! ye Dat board's good for 


Who will tell Auntie? I am afraid it will kill her. 


Bobody - she knows, Lordy, how she do get th 

befo anybody else, no need to sho her reed Grip aie 
mawnin' she said to me: "If we get bad news from the 
North today dey is no need to tell the chillen, 
William, dey'll have trouble soon enuff." Dat's what 
She said, so I'll just put it up here till de mawnin’, 


~ Marse Samuel dangerously ill! Like as not he is 
daid by now. : 


Hush! Listen! 


(Enters with her arms full of baby clothes: 
which she carried lovingly) 
Look, Priscilla! These are his little clothes. You 
remember the day he was born into this life, the 
little lad who came in time for his father to go and 
preach. You remember, William, what you said when 
you came home from church? ! 


Sholy. I said: "Marse Hawthorne he done preach @ 
wonnerful powerful sermon dis day, about a little 
chile shall lead dem.” 


All day I have been thinking of that little one born 
so long ago - How long ago is it William? 


Nigh on fifty years, Miss Hawthorne. 


The little one we made such dainty garments for. 
Look, Priscilla - he must have been my first-bom, 
because there did not seem to be time to do such 
things for the other ones, they came so fests. ge te. 


Bs cat i wh 


All day I seem to hear him calling; all day 1 seem to” 


sle hot 
el his chubby hands about my face, such Little 
oe All day I geem to have a restless little baby 


laid against my heart, tugging at my breast - that 


dear little child, born so long ago. This is his 
Christening robe. 


What was that baby's name? 
His - name - was - Samuel. 


Marse Samuel was dat baby's name. 


The Message 
Mrs. Hawthorne: Yes, that little baby has been in my arm 
I will just sing him to Sleep, Pa? Okay. 


William: (Goes on quietly setting the table and hun 
softly): Deep Kiver, , 
Jordan, Deep River . 


Mrs. Hawthorne: Bring the Book, William. (William b: 
and reverently places it on the table 
his mistress, then he sits in the cha 
side of the window. Priscills sits o > f 
in front of her Aunt, while Mrs, Hawthorn 
a lovely quiet voice): In my Father's Hor 
Many Mansions .. * Pee ts 


(The room has grown darker, until onl 
face is seen, then all is flooded with g 
Mrs. Hawthorne stretches out her amrs and 
Shines as if transfigured. She gets the 
her child has pasged over the River, ) 


=) 


oy aa 
a 


Te ee hii iti Ngai is git ys feat 
ae i : Slow Curtain 
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